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waiting their opportunity to arrest him. Well, I don't see how they could manage to trail us around this square, where you can hear every sound, without giving themselves away."
Quinette was following four or five paces behind. Suddenly the man threw at him, in a hollow voice :
"Not so close!"
A little farther on, he repeated, almost in exasperation:
" Not so close, I tell you ! "
Quinette dropped back until there were a dozen yards between them. Henceforth he had to pay more attention as he followed. The man might disappear round a corner, or dive suddenly into a doorway. Quinette's anxiety prevented him from continuing to notice the names of the streets. The stranger made several more turns and for a moment appeared to have lost his way. (But perhaps, in pretending to hesitate, in going back on his tracks, he was only aiming once more at making sure that Quinette was the only man walking behind him.)
Finally he stopped in front of a shop, narrow and old, which looked like a wine-shop. An ancient grating of wrought iron protected the shop-front. Through thick curtains a faint light came from inside.
"Inhere," he said.
It was difficult to guess whether he had chosen this pkce in advance or had decided upon it all at once.
The room ran far back. A partial partition, gkss at the top, divided it into two. In the front part several men, oddly dressed, in a way at once poverty-stricken and respectable, which made them look like retired clerks who had come down in the world, were sitting around a big table covered with ancient oilcloth. The man who appeared to be the proprietor wore a bowler hat, a jacket, and a long beard.
Quinette followed the stranger into the back part of the room. The proprietor, standing on a cane-bottomed chair, lit a gas lamp.
" Give us -1 don't know------   What do you want to